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CANTO  III. 


SI  X  times  the  Sun  his  car  hath  driv’n. 
Thro’  all  the  turnpike  roads  of  heav’nj 
And  now  the  feventh  he’s  jogging  on. 
Since  we  to  Cobbam-hall  lent  John. 

A  plaguy  while  the  Rafcal  ftays ; 

But  fuch  are  Servants, — now  a  days. 

B  ?Tis 
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Tis  pity  that  a  tipling  fot 
Shou’d  mar  fo  exquifite  a  Plot; 

Or  Ministerial  Money,  undo 
The  Patriot  purpofe  of  Rodondo. 

But  whether  twas  a  bribe;  or  Beer, 

That  tempted  John,  is  not  fo  clear. 

To  us  let  it  Suffice,  that  he 

Never  perform’d  his  Embafiy. 

Preventing  thus  a  Confultation, 

Of  great  importance  to  the  Nation. 

For  had  Rodondo  laid  his  Poll 
To  vacant  Nob  of  Pididol, 

The  necefiary  confequence, 

Had  been  much  found,  and  little  lenfe. 
No  nojlrum  for  didemper'd  dates. 

Like  Contadl  of  two  empty  Pates. 

So,  if  you  take  them  in  dry  weather. 

And  rub  two  rotten  dicks  together. 

You’ll  raife  a  dame  in  half  a  minute. 
Though  neither  Stick  has  fire  in  it. 

And  Patriotic  Noddles,  fhou’d 
Refemble  Sticks  of  rotten  wood. 

When 
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When  Tingle,  deftitute  of  wit; 

But  two  together  rubb’d,  emit. 

By  procefs,  which  we  call  attrition. 
The  flames  of  popular  fedition. 

.  if 

Mean  time  the  gout,  with  3 — e  in  let 
Still  carried  on  the  old  intrigue. 

His  toe  forfaking,  by  degrees. 

Made  war  upon  Rodondo  s  knees ; 

And  marching  upwards  very  faft. 

Laid  liege  to  reafon’s  feat,  at  laft. 

The  fortrefs  was  but  ill  provided. 

For  there  Dame  Reafon  ne’er  relided— 
— She  had  appointed  long  before 
Dumfoundibus  the  governor ; 

Who  for  a  while  the  place  defended. 
Till  all  his  long  words  were  expended 
Or  render’d  of  no  further  ufe ; 

And  then  hung  out  a  dag  of  truce; 
Which  brought  about,  in  a  few  hours 
Between  the  Belligerent  Powers, 
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A  Treaty  firmly  guaranteed. 

The  Articles  who  will  may  read,. 

Imprimis,  We  Dumfoundibus, 

For  our  Conftituent,  and  us. 

Without  Condition,  flipulate 
Surrender  of  Radondo’s  Pate. 

With  all  its  Limits  and  Boundaries, 

As  to  be  fixed  by  Commifiaries. 

Which  premifes,  both  in  and  out. 

Are  hereby  ceded  to  the  gout ; 

"Who,  on  his  part,  confents  to  take  it. 

Juft  as  ’twas  left  by  wifdom, — naked! 

But  for  the  warlike  ftores  and  treafure, 

Tho’  worn  and  wafted,  in  fome  meafure. 
Among  all  parties  ’tis  decided. 

That  they  as  follows  be  divided. 

Item ,  A  talent  of  Sedition 
Much  worn,  yet  ftill  in  fome  condition. 

An  ample  volume  of  abufe. 

Though  pretty  often  thumb’d,  of  ufe. 

A  Maea- 
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A  Magazine  of  fadtious  Lyes, 

The  beft  Political  Supplies. 

Which  oft’  employ’d,  detected  too, 

Ate  every  whit  as  good  as  new. 

The  art  of  keeping  a  good  table. 

By  taking  in  the  thoughtiefs  rabble. 

Of  diving  into  Ideots  purles. 

Of  changing  afles  into  horfes; 

And  driving  them  about  the  flreets. 

With  twenty  other  clever  feats. 

All  for  the  ufe  of  Patriot, 

To  Cacofogo  we  allot. 

Item,  A  pair  of  Bellows,  mended 
With  native  calf ;  yet  broken  winded. 
Which  from  both  ends  alike,  can  blow. 
On  ‘Teague  Oregan  we  beftow  ; 

With  this  provifo,  that  he  lend 
To  friend  Rumbumho,  either  end,. 
Whene’er  his  Lordfhip  has  a  mind. 

To  fave  for  ufe  his  own  trade  wind. 

Rodondo  s 
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Rodondd s  coining  tools  befide. 

Between  them  fairly  we  divide. 

With  every  patch,  and  fhred,  and  hint. 
Of  verbiage,  that  may  be  in  the  mint  j 
1  o  tagg,  and  to  employ  at  will, 

As  God  and  Nature  gave  them  Hull, 

Item ,  For  Malagrida s  Back, 

A  Suit  of  Hypocritic  Black, 

« 

With  a  large  wardrobe  too  of  Canting, 
Blot  that  to  him  they  now  are  wanting  $ 
But  that  in  time  he’ll  need  ’em,  we 
Do  very  palpably  forefee. 

And,  lajily,  in  behalf  of  Pyrrhus , 

His  bully  back,  ftrong  motives  ftir  us ; 
And,  therefore,  to  him  we  award 
A  Compleat  Syftem  of  Blackguard¬ 
ing,  with  choice  flow’rs  from  Billingfgate , 
The  befc  piece  in  Rodondd s  pate. 

Thus  from  one  Patriot’s  flock,  we  hope. 
No  iefs  than  five  may  fet  up  fhop. 

So 
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So  coin  an  ounce  of  Brafs,  and  you  ' 

Will  fee  live  farthings  rife  to  view. 

4 

I 

This  done,  the  Governor  march’d  out, 

And  left  his  Garrifon  to  th’  Gout. 

Who,  that  he  might  maintain  the  pod:, 

Bellow’d  on  it  fome  little  coft. 

And  firft  of  all,  he  p-;rt  it  round 

Of  flannel  with  a  treble  mound, 

+  '  *  *  1 

Repaired  a  Horn  work  much  decay’d ; 

Of  old  by  L —  E- — ■  made. 

The  entrance  guarded  with  a  Bray, 

A  new  ftockade  the  covert  way. 

With  half  a  dozen  yards  of  Prize, 

Extending  downward  the  Glacis. 

And  thus  Rodondos  head  polled: 

We  leave  him  to  eternal  reft; 

To  Ipeak  of  the  §>uinquemvirate 

I 

That  got  his  perfonal  eftate. 


Remember  Laughter  loving  maid. 
In  Sacrogorgoris  Cavalcade, 
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You  promis’d,  that  another  time 
Shou’d  furnifh  Gin,  and  furniih  Rhime  ; 
The  Gin  of  Jofepb's  genuine  Hogoo, 

For  Grain  defcended  Cacofogo. 

That  time  is  come,  and  i  the  Bard, 
Expedt  you  will  not  break  your  word. 

But  oafs  his  bit th  and  parentage, 

Th’  atchievements  of  his  tender  age; 

His  youthful  frolics,  and  the  art. 

He  us’d  to  win  a  Lady’s  heart ; 

And  xpirit  her  to  matrimony. 

For  that  which  makes  all  matches,  money. 
How  Land  and  Beeves  thus  archly  got. 
Soon  by  his  vices  went  to  pott. 

How,  afterwards,  fupplies  to  raife. 

He  took  to  fludy  means  and  ways. 

How  he  of  Orphans  the  ProteSior, 
Became  an  Hofpital  Director, 

And  to  his  own  ufe  turn’d  the  pelf, 

Becaufe  he  was  the  poor’ll  himfelf. 

Flow  brought  in  humour  by  this  feat. 
Fie  got  in  Parliament  a  feat ; 
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That  haply  he  might  find  occafion. 

To  touch  the  money  of  the  nation. 

Pafs  all  the  fhuffiing  tricks  he  try’d. 

To  get  upon  the  winning  fide ; 

The  offers  which  to  B — e  he  made. 

E’er  he  took  up  the  Patriot  trade. 

For  Anger,  fo  the  Bard  rehearfes. 

In  fpite  of  nature  can  make  verfes ; 

And  alfo  make  a  change  i’th’  tone 
Of  minifterial  hanger  on. 

O  Difappointment !  but  for  thee 
VvThat  were  this  Land  of  Liberty  ? 

Wer’t  not  for  thee,  on  Englifh  ground 
No  trace  of  Patriot  could  be  found; 

Thou  com’ft,  indeed,  with  rueful  face, 

♦ 

To  fruitlefs  hunters  after  place, 

Blafting  their  hopes ;  but  in  exchange 

Prefenting  profpedts  of  Revenge. 

3 

Juft  fo,  an  egg  when  over  dreft. 

Becomes  confounded  hard  to  digeft ; 

And  in  the  place  of  wholefome  Chyle , 
Produces  copious  floods  of  Bile. 

0  Anti 
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And  as  a  Bugg  in  queft  of  Prey, 

Fioni  Teller  takes  his  mighty  way; 

Or  fallies  from  a  chink  of  wood. 

Lur’d  by  the  grateful  fmeil  of  blood. 

And  with  a  Lion  s  boldnefs  creeps. 

Upon  the  Caitiff  as  he  fleeps; 

But  if  you  baulk  him  of  his  meal. 

Your  nofe  will  his  refentment  feel. 

Infpir’d  by  fuch  another  flame, 

"John  W t Ikes  a  Patriot  became. 

But  having  this  great  truth  in  view. 

That  one  bugg  (links  much  lefs  than  two. 
With  Sacrogorgon  he  united. 

So  clofe,  you  would  have  thought  them 
Together;  as  is  often  feen  [(pitted 

A  fat  Rabbit,  with  one  that’s  lean. 

\ 

But  I  once  more  the  Mule  requeft 
To  let  fuch  paltry  matters  reft. 

To  fet  afide  his  verle  and  prole. 

His  pimpings,  blanket  tings,  and  blows. 

His 

v ; 
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His  march  with  T - 1  to  the  Common, 

His  fecond  Eftay  upon  Woman, 

Which  was  not  quite  io  fortunate. 

As  that  by  which  he  won  his  mate  j 
How  to  reward  him.  Greybeard  Law 
Had  fain  upon  him  laid  his  Paw  j 

4 

But  leading  the  old  Put  a  Dance, 

He  fairly  fcamper  b  oft  to  France , 

To  learn  the  Principles  of  Freedom, 
Becaufe  his  countrymen  might  need  ’em  j 
In  prolecution  of  which  fcheme. 

He  lhall  be  for  a  while  our  theme. 

But  in  a  fubjedt  grave  as  this 
Thalia  take  it  not  amifs. 

That  we  invoke,  to  lend  thee  aid. 

Great  Sacrogorgons  tuneful  ftiade  : 

For  we  have  leen  on  Gallic  plains. 

Where  Liberty  triumphant  reigns, 

A  fwain  contented  drive  the  plow. 

His  helpmate  yoak’d  in’t,  with  a  fow  ! 
Who  by  their  harmony  prov’d  this 
Truth,  fortior  ejl  unit  a  vis ; 
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And,  Mufe,  you  cannot  fail  to  jogg 
On  better,  yoak’d  with  th’  ghoft  of  a  Hog. 

O  Thou  whofe  brawny  hulk  while  here,. 
Serv’d  to  keep  up  the  price  of  Beer  ; 
Whofe  fertile  genius  cou’d  produce 
Bumfodder,  for  the  Nation’s  ufe ; 

Whofe  wit,  like  Small  Beer  on  a  dray. 
Ooz’d  muddy  thro’  the  mafs  of  clay. 
Whom  Bacchus  for  his  flighted  rite. 
Provok’d  to  the  unequal  fight. 

And  by  thy  fatal  overthrow, 

( 

Yielded  a  Pudding  to  the  Crow  ! 

Whether  the  Antiphrafis  loft 
You  ftill  enjoy  the  name  of  Ghoft ; 

And  with  the  once  lov’d  Cock-lane  Sprite , 
You  wander  in  the  fhades  of  night; 
Whether  in  Famine’s  cave  you  dwell. 

Or  in  the  vault  of  Clerkenwell. 

Whether  Lethean  ftreams  infpire 
The  ftrain  as  heretofore  Entire ; 


Or 


Or  rather  you  inhale  the  mud. 

Of  the  *  thrice  three  thread  Stygian  flood ! 
Whether  Cocytus  black  Jirap  Jlum, 

Or  Phlegeton  affords  you  Rum, 

As  hot  as  B — kf— d  e’er  fupply’d. 

In  Freedom’s  caufe  before  you  dy  d. 

If  in  the  Hogffye  where  you  wallow. 
Diverted  of  your  Earthly  1  allow. 

Still  anxious  for  our  fate,  the  pray  r 
Of  mortal  Bard  can  reach  your  ear ; 
That  waggling  ear,  which  in  your  life 
Efcap’d  fo  oft  jack  Ketch’s  knife. 

That  ear,  againrt:  all  chances  fav.’d. 

When  oft  the  Pillory  it  brav’d. 

Attending  like  a  conftant  mate. 

Even  to  the  grave  its  parent  Pate. 

A  flirt:  Thalia  !  Tho’  ’tis  true. 

She  never  yet  affifted  you. 

But  fhew  that  Parfons  are  forgiving 
When  no  more  i’the  land  o’ the  living. 


*  Novies  Styx  circumfuja  coercet. 
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And  as  it  is  in  Scripture  read. 

Heap  coals  of  fire  upon  her  head. 

In  that  old  town,  where  Butler  teaches 
Our  good  King  Harry  loft  his  Breeches, 
(Which  Breeches,  Reader,  tho’  threadbare. 
Sir  Hudibras  was  proud  to  wear,) 

Met  Chur  chill,  Wilkes ,  and  Humphry  C-tes, 

Three  firft  rate  Engliih  Patriots. 

An  three  inipir  d  with  equal  zeal. 

To  drink  about  for  England’s  weal  5 
To  make  a  trial,  whether  Ale,  - 
Or  Wine,  could  beft  infpire  to  rail : 
Whether,  in  Claret  there  might  be 
Some  Salve,  for  wounded  Liberty  ? 

Since  Porter  had  eftay’d  in  vain, 

Tho  oft  apply ’d,  to  eafe  her  pain. 

Much  they  bewail  d  their  Country’s  lot.; 

And  drank  damnation  to  the  Scot ; 

But  having  drank  it,  o’er  and  o’er, 

.t  hey  v/eie  no  vvifcr  than  before. 


Quoth 
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Quoth  Humphry,  after  rueful  paufe, 

“  Here  goes  :  Confufion  to  all  Laws  ! 

S(  Curfe  them,  they  force  a  man  to  pay 
“  His  debts  ;  or,  d — n  me,  run  away !” 

Quoth  Sacrogorgon,  “  Thafs  a  trimmer, 
“  1 11  pledge  you,  Humphry,  in  a  brimmer ; 
“  For  whether  human,  or  divine, 

“  %  G-d  they  are  no  friends  of  mine.” 
W— kes,  dreadful  fquinting  all  the  while, 
Grinn’d  horrible,  a  ghaftly  fmile ; 

And  ftretching  wide  his  lantern  {aw, 

“  You,  d — n  your  bodies,  talk  of  Law  ? 

C  •  ^ink  ye  your  efcapes  from  Bums, 
Your  beating  Bawds,  and  bilking  Strums? 
“  Think  ye  your  Poxes  and  Bepoxings, 

“  Your  Ale-houfe  Riotings  and  Boxings; 
Your  heads,  not  feldom  broke,  ’tis  true  - 

“  Your  daylights  painted  black  and  blue; 
“  Your  talent,  Parfon,  for  abufe ; 

"  And,  H — ph-y,  yours  at  turnep-juice ; 

“  ^an  radh  y°n  to  the  rank,  which  I 
*e  As  Freedom’s  Champion  enjoy  !  — 

“  No ! 


No  !  though  a  pair  of  willing  tits, 

“  As  ever  liv’d,  ---  by  lack  of  wits ; 

“  Yet  there’s  a  diff’rence,  all  mud:  think, 

9  f 

6C  Between  the  Settlings  and  the  Drink ; 

And  to  the  world  it  muft  appear 
“  That  ye’re  the  Settlings,  I  the  Beer. 

“  Or,  by  a  figure  more  a-kin, 

“  Be  you  the  Beer,  and  I  the  Gin ; 

“  Becaufe  of  Metaphors,  the  neared: 

“  To  Nature,  ever  are  the  cleared:.” 

Quoth  H — ph — y  belching ;  and  another 
Thing,  which  fome  folks  call  belching’s 
brother ;  x 

Stroaking  his  paunch,  and  looking  big, 

“  Your  figure  is  not  worth  a  fig.  — 

“  Not  worth  what  you,  as  I  fuppofe, 

“  May  dwell,  if  you  have  any  nofe. 

“  Your  Gin  and  Beer  won’t  do  for  me  ; 

“  I  deals  in  foreign  Wine,  d’ye  fee; 

“  And  fo,  to  cut  the  matter  fhort, 
ec  Make  me  a  Hogfhead  of  good  Port.” 

Ch—ll, 
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♦ 

Ch — *//,  whofe  Pipe  fix’d  in  his  cheek. 
Had  hindred  all  the  while  to  fpeak, 

Broke  filence,  after  a  long  whiff. 

And  faid,  “  Friend  Numps  is  in  a  miff. 

“  And  yet  I  think  he  might  agree 
“  To  Hand  in  the  fame  rank  with  me. 

“  He  talks  of  foreign  wine  :  But  I 
“  That  e’er  he  fold  a  drop  deny. 

«  He  deal  in  wine !  By  G— d  I  know 
“  The  turnep  field  where  his  grapes  grow ; 
“  And,  Jack,  you  know  their  pow’r  to  kill, 
“Was  drawn  from  your  n’own  Daddy’s  ftill. 
“  ’Tis  true,  the  Burrough  Knight  of  late 
“  Has  help’d  him  in  his  work  of  Fate, 

“  And  this  damn’d  fluff,  he  thinks  to  put 
“  Upon  us  for  as  good  as  Butt. 

“No,  throw  your  Black  ftrap  to  the  dogs, 

“  Or  with  it  feed  Sir  Jofeptis  Hogs ; 

“  For  if  I  had  a  cup  of  Ale, 

“  I’d  drink,  by  G— d,  his  Rival,  Th— le, 

“  Whofe  Beer,  an  Antidote,  defends, 

“  Againfl  the  Death  Sir  Mufhroom  vends  5 

D  “  That 


That  Southwark,  if  it  were  not  for  him 
“  Would  be  a  borough  like  Old  Sarum. 

“  But  whether  Blackftrap,  Gin,  or  Ye  aft, 
Amongft  us  union’s  furely  beftj 
As  wre  are  all  on  the  fame  plan. 

To  eat  and  drink  the  beft  we  can, 
f‘  Let  us  together  lay  our  heads ; 

“  And  make  a  liquor  of  three  threads , 

“  Which  being  jumbled  in  one  barrel, 

€<  Will  take  off  all  pretext  of  quarrel 
And  which,  Ime  yeaft  or  leaven,  thrown 
“  Upon  the  rotten  parts  o’  th’  town, 

jVlay  in  the  courfe  of  time,  ferment 
“  To  univerfal  dilcontent.” 

Sage  Numps  reply’d  in  hafte—«  Indeed, 

“  I  think  the  projecT  will  fucceed ; 

“  And  fimple  Humphry  as  I  ftand. 

That  I  agree  to’t,  here’s  my  hand. 
cc  But  for  the  Honour  of  my  trade. 

There  are  a  few  words  to  be  faid. 


“  You 
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“  You  have  afpers’d  a  calling,  which 
“  I  hop’d,  one  day  would  make  me  rich, 
“  And  I  h  ave  {luck  to  it,  d’ye  fee, 

“  As  Ions  as  it  would  hick  to  me. 

•  “  For  while  I  could  my  liquor  fell, 

“  The  {late  affairs  went  very  well ; 

“  But  with  my  cafh,  and  credit,  {pent, 

“  Old  England’s  independence  went; 

“  And  which  great  bleffings  to  recover, 

“  From  London  am  I  here  come  over; 

“  They  rauSt  go  hand  in  hand,  by  G-d, 

“  However  you  may  think  it  odd; 

“  Becaufe  where  nothing’s  to  be  got, 

“  What  man  would  be  a  patriot  ? 

“  How  can  the  State  be  kept  alive 
“  If  every  member  does  not  thrive  ? 

“  How  members  thrive,  if  you  cry  down 
“  The  honed;  callings  which  they  own  ? 
u  I  fay  ’tis  honeft.  Tho’  you  fneer, 

“  I’ll  match  my  wine  with  your  Butt  Beer. 
*£  You  call  me  poifoner.  Behold, 

(t  Neat  as  imported,  racy,  old, 
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“  One  bottle  from  my  hiding  place, 

“  Which  never  faw  a  Turnep’s  face  : 

“  Match  it  from  copper,  or  from  ftill !  — 

m 

“  You  can’t,  by  G-d  —  And  if  you  will 
“  I’ll  lay  a  Guinney.  If  thee  dearji 
“  Stand  to  the  Bett,  I  fays  done  firft.” 

So  faying,  he  a  point  untrufs’d. 

His  hand  into  his  breeches  thruft. 

From  which  (while  W— kes  and  C — h — II 
ftar’d) 

A  long  neck’d  bottle  foon  appear’d. 

For  Numps  on  fome  occasions  chofe 
To  make  a  cellar  of  his  hofe  3 
And  in  them  made  a  ihift  to  ftow 
A  dozen  of  the  beft,  or  fo 3 
Becaufe  he  faid  it  ripen’d  fail ; 

And  got  fome  flavour,  and  fome  tafte. 
This  method  to  have  wine  well  fcented. 

He  had  improv’d,  indeed  invented. 

And  to  fuch  trunk-hofe-cellars,  he 
Had  the  foie  right  as  patentee  3 


Becaufe 
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I 

Becaufe  he  prov’d  their  lituation 
Made  a  great  faving  to  the  nation  ; 

ung. 

No  need  of  faw-duft,  or  horfe-dung. 

But  fome  would  treat  it  as  a  farce. 

And  fay,  it  made  him  hang  an  a — ; 
While  others  gravely  would  difcufs 

A  point  of  more  importance.  Thus _ . 

“  A  thoufand  fad  examples  teach 
“  The  haplefs  lot  of  Patriot’s  breech, 

“  Condemn’d  by  fate  to  undergo 
“  The  rude  aflault  of  every  toe ; 

“  As  if,  indeed,  its  only  ufe 

i 

“  In  England,  were  to  wear  out  fhoesj 
“  And  that  a  Patriot’s  Backfide 
(t  Contain’d  a  Magnet  for  Neat  hide  : 

“  From  whence  fome  Ihrewd  obfervers  gather 
“  The  late  alarming  rife  of  Leather; 

“  Becaufe  the  Patriot  Breed  of  late 
“  Is  grown  more  common  in  the  State  • 

“  And  frequent  contadt,  it  is  clear, 

(c  Occalions  greater  tear  and  wear. 


For  in  the  climate  where  they  h 
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“  And  if  the  adlive  leather’s  worn, 

“  Think  how  the  pq/Jtve  muft  be  torn  ! 

“  Though  if  in’s  breeches  he  crams  glafs, 
“  Ten  times  more  pitiful  his  cafe ; 

“  In  daily  rifque  of  blood’s  effulion, 

‘£  And  continuity’s  folution. 

“  Unlefs  like  Parthian,  as  he  dies, 

“  He  means  to  wound  the  Enemies* 

“  Dr,  ^  he  heathen  vengeance  fcorns, 

“  By  a  new  method  cut  their  corns.  ' 

“  But  it  has  been  obferv’d  of  late, 

“  That  there  are  humors  in  the  State, 

“  Which  have  feiz’d  on,  and  rais’d  a  dame 
£!  I’the  parts  which  no  man  cares  to  name, 
“  Which  makes  the  grievance  fundamental 
££  A  circumftance  which  we  refent  all, 

“  The  rather  that  it’s  not  condn’d 
<£  To  our  politic  parts  behind  j 
££  But  every  one,  in’s  natural  breech 
“  Deplores  the  lympathetic  itch  : 

“  And  as  a  Dog,  into  whofe  Bum 
5£  The  Boys  have  clapt  Origanum, 


“  Runs 


°  Runs  belter  Ikelter  thro’ the  ftreets, 
“  Snarling  at  every  one  he  meets ;  * 

“  And  to  alTuage  his  burning  ail, 

“  In  every  kennel  thrufts  his  tail ; 

<c  JnR  jo  our  prelent  Patriots  arc 


“  Eager  getting  in  the  Chair. 

Tis  to  allay  the  burning  heat 

“ I  their  buttocks  that  they  fee k  the  feat : 


‘  Becaufe  its  of  the  cloleftool  kind, 

**  beeps  the  Chairmen  cool  behind, 
"  ^ere  they  like  Glow-worms  of  male  line, 
“  Or  rotten  Whitings,  Rink  and  Ihine. 
t£  But  more  of  them  we  mean  to  fpeak, 

‘  Should  the  Committee  live  a  week; 

A  thing  I  tear  againft  all  chances; 

“  Such  is  their  burthen  of  Grievances ; 

“  0f  Irntations,  Spafms,  and  Tenfions, 

‘‘  °fmortaI  Qualms,  and  Apprehenfions ; 

**  That  many  wife  men  apprehend. 


will  of  them  quickly  make  an  end. 

“  But  as  Phyficians  are  agreed, 

“  That  ***>«  they’re  car’d,  m„f 


“  And 
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And  that  in  this  alarming  cafe, 

“  There’s  nothing  like  a  cupping-glafs, 

r  * 

«  So  H—pbry  to  his  windward  fide, 

«  The  topic  always  kept  apply ’d  j 
“  That  every  Toe  which  his  Breech  kifs’d 
“  Mi^ht  ferve  for  a  Phlebotomift. 

“  For  fo’s  the  term  deriv’d,  indeed, 

“  Phlebottomiji,  from  Bottom  fetid.  ” 

Bat  leaving  all  the  reafons,  which 
Had  made  a  Binn  of  H—pbrys  breech, 

To  tell  though  loath  we  mu  ft  begin, 
Th’effe&s  of  this  unwholefome  Binn. 

Poor  C—h-U!  he  had  caufe  (God  knows) 
To  curfe  th’invention  of  Trunk-hofe ; 

Or  rather,  be  the  man  accurft. 

Who  as  a  cellar  us’d  them  firft  ! 

And  furely  H—pbry  was  in  fault 
To  turn  his  breeches  to  a  vault. 

However,  with  a  graceful  jerk. 

He  from  the  bottle  drew  its  cork. 
Accompanying  from  behind. 

The  merry  gluck ,  with  blaft  of  wind ; 

For 
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For  ’twas  with  him  a  conftant  trick. 

To  let  a  rowzer  in  the  nick 
Of  Drawing,  that  it  might  be  thought. 
He  cork’d  his  Bottles  as  he  ought. 

And,  being  always  ready  prim’d. 

The  Chorus  he  fo  juftly  tim’d. 

And  modulated  to  his  breech. 

That  none  could  tell  which  found  was  which. 
Others  infilled,  that  his  f— t- 
-ing  was  an  ailment,  not  an  art. 

And  would  illuftrate  fuch  difcourfe. 

By  cafe  of  broken- winded  horfe } 

Like  whom,  whenever  Numps  exerted 
A  mufcle,  (they’d  maintain)  he  f — ted. 
And  as  his  moft  fatiguing  works. 

His  daily  bread  was  drawing  corks. 

The  force  of  Cuftom  might  alone. 

Reduce  the  founds  to  unifon. 

That  Harmony  has  charms,  appears, 

I 

In  all  who  have  not  loft  their  ears ; 
Hence,  many  men  would  rifque  a  bett, 
That  Humphry's,  are  not  cropt  —  as  yet. 
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For  had  they  bid  his  pate  good-bye. 

How  could  his - keep  time  ?  afk  I. 

I>ut  he  himfelf  has  often  made 
Another  Syftem,  on  this  head. 

And  thus  he  ftates  it :  «  Who  would  fcan, 
“  The  wondrous  microcofm  call’d  man, 

“  Would  fu rely  find  in  him  compriz’d, 

“  The  Bill  of  Rights  epitomiz’d. 

“  Suppofe  now,  for  example’s  fake, 

“  We  call  the  Head,  Sir  Francis  B—ke  ? 
"  I  afk  you,  where  there  could  be  found 
A  Head  fo  heavy,  or  fo  round  ? 

“  It  has  by  all  been  feen ;  and  all 
“  Muft  needs  confefs  it  Capital. 

“  Now  for  its  Parts.  Let  us  fuppofe 
“  That  Sheriff  Saw — e  were  the  Nofe  ? 

“  Or  —  or  —  ?  But  I  muft  ftop, 

“  Left  I  ftiould  raife  the  price  of  fbap. 

“  And  as  another  apt  example, 

“  Suppofe  we  made  the  Brains,  of  T—le  ? 
“  The  Eyes,  and  Mouth,  and  Beard,  and 
“  Prefigur’d  by  as  many  Peers.  [Ears, 


“  Our 
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“  Our  worthyLord  M— r  claims  theTongue, 
“  So  chafte,  fo  fluent,  and  fo  flxong. 

“  And  for  the  Gullet,  Parion  H — e 
“  To  be  its  Prototype  was  born. 

“  Altho’  ’tis  whiiper’d,  and  he  knows  it, 

“  That  hempen  caudle  foon  mufl  clofe  it 

“  Yet  he’s  no  flinch er  from  a  fate, 

♦ 

“We  all  mud  come  to,  foon  or  late. 

“  The  Heart  and  noble  Parts,  are  bell 
By  Wilkes  and  Liberty  exprefs’d. 

The  Lungs  by  B - s.  S—i  V——n 

At  playing  Confcience,  is  the  man; 

“  Tho’  as  to  playing  Confcience,  we 
“  Have  all  as  good  a  hand  as  he.  , 

“  We  allb  for  the  Guts  may  ferve, 

“  As  none  of  us  defign  to  ftarve. 

“  And  the  Contents,  when  voided,  are 
“  Of  right,  Sir  J—h  M — ys  lhare. 

“  The  Legs,  if  they  deferve  the  name 
“  Of  Legs,  are  feen  in  hopping  Jem. 

“  And  I,  for  my  part,  am  content. 

To  play  the  humble  Fundament. 

E  2  “  Then 
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“  Then  who  can  blame  me  if  I  chufe 
“  To  keep  that  ufeful  part  in  ufe  ?  — 

“  Befides,  my  a —  has,  with  fubmiflion, 
“  A  right  inherent  to  petition ; 

“  And  all  its  Grievances  to  vent 
“  Againd  the  prefent  Government. 

“  That  part  enjoys  by  Magna  Charta 
“  Exclulive  privilege  to  —  a  — 

“  Nor  is  the  man  a  friend  to’s  country, 
“  Who  claps  upon  his  breech  a  fentry  ; 
“  And  whether  dry  goods,  or  wet  cargo, 
“  Upon  its  exports  lays  embargo. 

£e  This  I  may  fay,  and  fay  it  truly, 

“  When  bed:  lin’d,  it  is  mod;  unruly; 

“  And  makes  the  greated:  uproar,  when 
“  It  has  lead:  realbn  to  complain. 

“  But  this  I  am  too  wife  to  blame; 

*{  Our  Bill  of  Rights  men  do  the  tame. 

“  For  wind  engender’d  in  the  State 
“  By  fomewhere  mud  evaporate.” 


Thus 
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Thus  as  he  fpake,  in  a  quart  mug 
Inftead  of  glafs,  he  pour’d  the  drug  5 

And  with  a  patriotic  leer, 

Cry’d,  “  Pledge  ye,”  to  the  brawny  Seer. 
The  brawny  Seer,  who  fcorn’d  to  hedge. 
Soon  anfwer’d,  “  I  accept  your  pledge ! 

“  Tho’,  d-~*  me,  if  I  like  your  drink. 

**  It  looks,  by  G— d,  as  black  as  ink; 

“  Of  which  I  have  not  made  the  belt 
“  Ufe,  it  muft  fairly  be  confeft. 

“  Confound  my  eyes,  and  limbs,  and  blood, 
“  I’ll  ne’er  truft  colour  if  ’tis  good  ” 

So  faying,  to  his  head  he  rais’d 
The  can,  and  in  the  liquor  gaz’d. 

And  faw  reflected  from  its  fliade. 

The  ugly  faces  which  he  made. 

At  this  frefli  infult  more  provok’d. 

In  delp’rate  wrath  his  eye  he  lock’d ; 

And  chuck’d  down  as  he’d  chuck  a Jlug, 
The  whole  contents  of  Hum — y  s  mug. 
Nor  left  whereof  to  make  libation. 

But  whether  t’were  imagination ; 

Or 
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Or  that  friend  H—y  s  Wine,  indeed 
Were  brew’d  of  fome  pernicious  weed. 

Root,  herb,  or  flow’r,  for  ’tis  all  one. 

No  fooner  was  the  potion  down ; 

Than  dreadful  civil  war,,  berran 

O 

To  wafte  the  Parfon’s  inward  man. 

For  Porter,  who  polfefs’d  of  old. 

The  foie  dominion  of  his  hold. 

No  fooner  fmoak’d  the  bold  defign. 

Of  his  old  rival,  nicknam'd  Wine*, 

Than  ftraight  he  beat  to  Arms.  His  drum 
Refounded  fetid  through  the  room  ; 

And  from  their  Clubs  each  faithful  friend 
Of  Liberty,  the  Chief  attend.  - 
Some  Freeholders,  in  fad  condition. 

Made  violent  motions  —  to  Petition. 

The  Bill  of  Rights,  for  this  affair. 

Voted  a  larger  hole  i’the  Chair; 

And  fram’d  a  glorious  Refolution 
Of  purging  well  the  Conftltution. 

Since  Wine  was  worfe,  if  worfe  cou’d  be. 
Than  theAddrefs  from  Coventry. 


The 
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The  whole  Committee  fcjueez’d  and  prefs’d, 
That  Grievances  might  be  redrefs’d. 

The  Sheriffs  next,  a  Motion  made 
To  call  in  Dr.  B—f—d’s  aid. 

^Ir  J°feph  M~—y  made  a  Speech, 

Which  murmur’d  hollow  thro’  the  breech- 
And  every  one  refolv’d  to  ffand 

For  Liberty,  with  heart  and  hand. 

♦  But  to  be  fure  of  a  retreat. 

If  they  ihould  happen  to  be  beat, 

A  Garrifon  in  the  A---  gut 

Under  this  valiant  Lnight  they  put 
For  tarn  Mer curio,  quam  Marte ; 

He  was  the  hearts  blood  of  the  Partv 
But  now  the  hour  advanc’d  apace. 

When  he  fliou’d  figh  and  fay  alas  l 
A  curfe  upon  the  lovely  Sow, 

Whofe  charms  entic’d  me  from  the  plow  : 
And  me,  in  jealous  fury,  fet 
To  geld  each  rival  that  I  met. 

For  from  the  higher  ground,  the  foe 
Pour’d  on  the  Patriots  below. 


Who 


Who  with  a  hidden  panic  feiz  d. 

Towards  the  Poftern  prefs’d  and  fqueez’d. 
Sir  Jofepb  was  the  firft  that  fled 
And  left  his  Poll,  to  fave  his  Head. 

But  as  the  Gods,  in  Days  of  yore. 

To  fave  them  from  the  Titans  power ; 
Were  forc’d  in  every  fize  and  fhape. 

From  high  Olympus  to  efcapej 
So  he,  (to  flight  of  hand  no  ftranger,) 
Finding  himfelf  in  equal  danger. 

With  no  lefs  fkill  and  caution,  tries 
To  llink  away  in  a  dilguife. 

But  in  his  rank  himfelf  entrenching. 

He  fcorn’d  to  thruft  his  Soul  an  Inch  in } 
Or  from  his  prefent  Knighthood  ftir. 

Until  he  found  another  Sir.  — 

He’d  rather  chufe  to  lye  i’the  C cecum 
Altho’  the  enemy  ihould  take  ’im. 

And  make  black  puddings  of  his  blood 
Than  derogate  from  Knightly  hood. 

But  Heaven,  to  Knights  in  danger,  kind, 

Prefented,  what  he  wilhed  to  find. 

A  form 
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A  form  moil  proper  to  conceal 
This  Stickler  for  the  Commonweal. 

In  which  Sir-reverence  envelop’d. 

He  fwiftly  to  the  Poftern  gallop’d ; 

And  lay  perdue,  till  Cb - 11  f - d. 

Which  happen’d  oft,  when  out  he  darted. 
Exulting  that  he  was  the  firit 
Who  minifterial  chains  had  burft  ; 

And  in  the  Caufe  of  Liberty, 

Could  keep  his  Honours,  and  be  free. 

But  Fortune,  by  the  Minifter 
Brib’d  in  this  national  affair. 

And  naturally  ill  intention’d 
To  Knights  and  Heroes,  when  unpenlion’d. 
On  this  occafion  fhew’d  her  lpite 
Againft  our  twice-dubb’d  Borough  Knight. 
A  Hog,  that  he  had  lately  gelt. 

In  this  difguife  the  Patriot  fmelt, 

And  nothing  daunted  with  the  found 
He  made  in  tumbling  to  the  ground. 

He  fwopt  the  Knight  into  his  belly, 

As  if  a  Knight  had  been  a  Jelly  !  — 

F 


Not 


[  34  j 

Not  Prophet  'Jonas  to  the  Whale 
Afforded  fuch  a  nice  regale. 

But  which  was  hardeft  of  digeftion, 

« 

We  will  not  hop  to  make  a  queftion ; 
Tho’  all  things  weigh’d,  it  may  be  guefs’d*. 
The  Knight  was  rather  better  dreft  $ 

For  trituration  much  more  fit. 

And  what  Hogs  call  a  dainty  bit. 

‘ Tom  ‘Thumb ,  ABeon,  Diomede, 

Were  gobbled  up  by  thole  they  fed  ,* 

But  none  fave  Muproom  and  ASleon, 

Were  turn’d  out  of  the  fkins  they  lay  in. 
Acieon  w ore  his  Horns  in  fight. 

Unlike  the  prudent  Borough  Knight. 

% 

Both  were  determin’d  Hunters  too. 

That  of  the  Boar,  this  of  the  Sow. 

One  fell  a  quarry  to  his  Dogs, 

The  other  to  his  favourite  Flogs. 

The  fame  their  Fortune,  any  way ; 

And  both  are  worthy  of  the  Lay. 

But  a  worfe  accident  remain’d 
Sir  Jofeph  fo  the  Paffage  drain'd  ; 

And 
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And  like  the  Portrefs  at  Hell’s  door. 

So  open’d  it,  (to  fhut  no  more,) 

That  with  the  moatley  Patriot  Crew 
Great  Sacrogorgon  s  Spirit  flew. 

Here  fhould  we  Ipeak  of  Wilkes  s  Grief, 
Of  H—pbry  looking  —  like  a  Thief — 
Bemoaning  with  his  Crony,  dead. 

His  Liquor’s  Reputation  fled. 

His  Guinea  loft,  his  Cellar  lham’d. 

And  England' s  Conftitution  maim’d  ! 

But  now  in  France  the  Mufe  proceeds 
To  flng  great  Cacofogd s  Deeds; 

To  follow  him  by  Tuck  of  Drum ; 

And  Hue  and  Cry,  and  port  hafte  home 
And  all  the  Wonders  to  relate 
Of  Brentford  and  of  B i (hop f gate ; 

With  many  weighty  Matters,  which 
Another  Book  fhail  ftiortly  teach. 

End  of  Canto  III. 
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